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rely on you for standing by me in these, my last
trials.5
In June Mr. Hawker went for change, with his
wife and children and a lady, the companion of Mrs.
Hawker, who was staying with them, to Boscastle, to
visit his brother at Penally.
Did any prevision of what would take place pass
before his mind's eye ere he left his beloved Mor-
wenstow? Had he any thought that he was taking
his last look at the quiet combe, with its furze and
heather slopes, the laughing, sparkling, blue sea that
lashed the giant cliffs on which St. Morwenna had
planted her foot, cross in hand? We cannot tell. It
is certain that it had been all along his wish to lay
him down to rest in his old church. The grave made
for his wife was, by his orders, made double; a space
was left in the stone for his name; and he often, at
all events before his second marriage, spoke of his
desire to be laid there, and made a friend promise,
that, should he by accident die away from Mor-
wenstow, he would fetch his body and lay him
there.
When he heard that it was illegal to be buried inside
the church, he pointed out a place under the east wall
of his chancel where he wished to be laid; but he
hoped that, owing to the remoteness of Morwenstow,
no difficulty would be raised about his being laid in
the grave he had prepared for himself in the church
where he had ministered so long.
However, later on, he often quoted St. Monica's
last prayer: 'Lay my body anywhere—only do not
forget to remember me at the altar of God.5
Is it to be wondered at, that now there are Mor-
wenstow people who say, that, since his death, they
have seen the old man standing at the head of the
stone that covers his wife, looking mournfully at the
blank space where he had hoped his name would be
cut; and that others, who have seen him, aver that

